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PERHAPS HE i ws tumult and the shouting 
WAS “ONLY dies, and President WI1L- 
FOOLING.” LIAM M. Woop, of the Ameri- 


can Woolen Company, rises to 
say that his concern will not go out of busi- 
ness after all. “With economy” he believes 
that, despite the cut in the 
tariff, the woolen interests 
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@artoons and Comments 
overtake the tariff. Campaign funds were 
raised, and “the right men 
lest the citadel of protection be endangered. 
ALDRICH was the watch-dog in the Senate; 
CANNON in the House. We commend Mr. 
Woop for his frankness in regard to the Un- 
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DERWOOD-SiMMONS tariff, but in what sort of 
light does it put his previous utterances, or those 
that emanated from his concern? What re- 
liance are the American people to put in future 
on the statements of their “captains of indus- 
try”? The Wool Trust, please note, now plans 

“to compete successfully” 

with the very forces which 





“will be able to compete 
successfully with similar 
manufacturers abroad.”’ 
How to appraise this state- 
ment properly is a problem. 
It is staggering. Step back 
a way and look at it, and 
let the full import of it sink 
in deep. ‘The people with 
whom the American woolen 
interests. now think they 
can compete successfully 
are the “employers of 
cheap foreign labor, of the 
pauper labor of Europe.” 
‘They are the people against 
whom no American com- 
petitor could possibly hope 
to stand. They are the 
people whose threatened 
competition made neces- 
sary the highest sort of 
high protection. There 
was no choice in the mat- 
ter. It was simply a ques- 
tion of life or death. If 
Americans wished to retain 
their struggling infant in- 
dustries they must safe- 
guard them with a top- 
notch tariff. If American 
labor wished to have a job 
to go to, it must vote right 
on Election Day and keep 
that tariff in force. That 
for years was the cry of 
Republican protectionists, 
and none raised it louder 
or more insistently than 
the wool interests. Lob- 
bies were organized and 
maintained —lest disaster 
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CALLING HIS BLUFF. 


UNCLE SAM.— Well? I thought you were going to put me on the blink if | knocked 
that chip off your shoulder ? ; 
MonopoLy.— Aw, I was only foolin’! 


were certain to drive it to 
the wall, to ruin capital, 
and put labor in the poor- 
house. . When did Mr. 
Woop discover that his 
concern could hope for 
successful competition 
under a reduced tariff with 
“similar manufacturers 
abroad”? He made his 
confident and reassuring 
announcement before Pres- 
ident WiLson signed the 
new law. He seemed ina 
hurry to doit. Had he just 
found it out? Or had he 
known it before—years 
before, in the days when 
high protection, Schedule 
K and other safeguards, | 
were said to be absolutely 
necessary if the wool in- 
dustry in the United States 
was to live? Doubtless it 
would be possible to ven- 
ture a guess, but the guess 
would not be pleasant writ- 
ing or pleasant reading. We 
rejoice in the Wool Trust’: 
change of front. “Theo- 
rists” have long claimed 
that American industries 
did not need excessive pro- 
tection in order to do busi- 
ness, and also vigorously 
asserted that the competi- 
tion of “similar manufac- 
turers abroad ” was not nec- 
essarily fatal. We rejoice 
to note that Mr. Woop of 
the Wool Trust has joined 
the “theorists.” 





























SUPERIOR OFFICE-Boy.— Socially. 


WHY. 


HE millionaire, old and picturesque, 
With the shrewd, sagacious head, 

At noonday sits at his oftice desk 

And munches a crust of bread 


The clerk a toby of old ale drinks, 
Eats chops with a joyous grin; 

And envies the rich man who, he thinks, 
Is living on terrapin. 





And we think we see with a vision fair, 
Through these luncheons, cold and hot, 

Why one man is always a millionaire 
And the other one is not. 


Dd 


CURIOUS FACTS. 


es DAILY papers occasionally print interesting items under the head 
of Curious Facts. ‘The subjoined paragraphs, which are entitled 
to a place under that head, are now published for the first time: 

In Claresville, this spring, a farmer found under the hay in his barn 
a hen that had evidently been buried there last summer. The fowl 
was not only as dead as the Silver Bill, but it had not laid a single egg 
during its long imprisonment. 

A lady, while bathing at the seashore last season, lost a valuable 
diamond ring from her finger. A few days ago a large fish was caught 
near the spot; and when it was cut open much surprise was naturally 
manifested by everybody when it was discovered that the missing ring 
was “not in it.” 

A young woman in this city, recognizing her lover’s pull at the 
doorbell, went in person to admit him. During her brief absence her 
mischievous little brother stole into the parlor, and placed a_ hunk of 
soft molasses candy on the big rocking-chair. When the young lady’s 





THE CLIMBER. 


EMPILLOVER.— Going to leave me for Van Vliet & De Peyster, eh? 
Not financially. 





Will you better yourself, Horace? 


lover entered the room, he deliberately took a seat on the sofa, and the 
girl’s little brother picked up his candy and left the room in disgust. 

A young man, employed by a large firm, took two thousand dollars 
from his employer’s safe, and staked it all on a horse-race. He won three 
thousand dollars. ‘The money he took from the safe was his own. 

Last winter, a poor but respectable young man saved the life of a 
wealthy old gentleman by dragging him from in front of a moving locomo- 
tive at a railway station. The rich man took the rescuer’s address, and a 
month ago he died. When his will was read, it was found that he had left 
$700,000 to charity, and not a cent to the youngster who saved his life, 

During a thunder-storm last week, three men took shelter under a 
large tree. Suddenly there was a blinding flash of lightning and a 
terrible crash of thunder, and four cows standing in a field were killed. 
The three men under the tree were not hurt. J. H. Williams 
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DURING THE SPAT. 


‘*John, there’s just one thing I want to say to you! 


” 


| ied 


‘*What ‘s the matter, M’ria? Aren't you feeling wel 













































































JUST A FEW POSSIBILITIES. 
IT’S ONLY A QUESTION OF TIME WHEN THE OLD HOOP-SKIRT COMES BACK. 






























AT THE PLAY—AND AFTER. 


I. 
HE popular actress, Rosalind Reese, 
Was filling the part of a faithful wife 
In a highly affecting domestic piece,— 
And never you’ve seen in all your life 
A woman more fervently virtuous than 
The lady Rosalind Reese portrayed. 
In the sorrowful episodes many a-man 
And several women their tears displayed. 


A Senator sat in the foremost row 
Who was known far and wide as a leader of men; 
He was seemingly touched at the heroine's woe, 
And he nodded approvingly, now and then, 
Till, noticing his presence, the auditors all 
Observed, as they looked where the great man sat: 
‘It’s no more than proper success should fall 
To a man who is noble and wise like that.’”’ 


And a minister, sitting in seat B 2, 
Remarked to his wife, who was in B3: 

“ What good the unfortunate stage might do 
If all of its servants were such as she!” 


And a young wedded couple were much impressed 
At the heartrending doings of Act the Third. 
Said the husband: “ There’s nothing I so detest 
As neglecting a wife.” And his wife averred 
That wifely devotion was sweet to see, 
And womanly patience and feminine tact. 
“You are right, my belovéd,” responded he; 
And the curtain arose on the final act 


And a vigorous chap in a gallery seat 
Applauded with zeal at the well-known line: 

“The infamous scoundrel who ever would beat 
A woman shall not put his hand in mine!” 


Il. 
And the man of state, with judicial eyes, 
Whose sense and virtue had won him fame, 
Sit up till dawn, with an aspect wise, 
Engrossed in a high-limit poker game. 


And the benedict went to his club, got tight; 
His bride, in rage, alone retired; 

And the minister fumed for half the night 
Because of a bonnet his wife desired. 


PE PUUERL 





THE UNCHANGING FLESH. 
INTERVIEWER.— May I ask why you paint 
nudes exclusively? 
CKeLEBRATED ARTIST.— Certainly! Styles 
in women’s clothing change so fast that a cos- 
tume picture would be out of date before the 


paint was dry! 


And at morn, in the justice-shop hard by, 
Stood the gallery man to public gaze. 
A woman was there with a blackened eye, 
And the judge remarked to the man: * Ten days!” 


And the actress supped on wine and bird 
With a swell young rake when the play was through; 
While her husband was plaving in “ Richard the Third” 
To an empty house out in Kalamazoo. 
RN. Stephens 
ed 


THEY ARE NEEDED. 


— — Why is it, Simon, that they al- 
ways have bloodhounds in an “ Uncle 
‘Tom’s Cabin” show? 
Simon LeGREE.—To find the manager on 
salary days, my boy. 





ECCENTRIC CHILDREN. 


= boy who likes Sunday. 
The boy who is as pretty as he does, 


The child who is seen and not heard. 

The girl who would n’t rather be a boy. 

‘The boy who likes to be called “ Bub.” 

The boy who only speaks when he is 
spoken to. 

‘The boy who minds his mother as well as 
his father. 

The boy who would n't rather go skating 
than be an angel. 

The boy who prefers his sister to some 
other boy’s sister. 

The boy who goes to Sunday-school be- 
cause he enjoys it. 

The boy who would n’t rather wear boots 
than be President. 

The boy who eats what is set before him 
and asks no questions. 

The boy who would n’t rather have been 

Jesse James than George Washington. 

‘The boy, however homely, saucy, nauglitv, 
noisy, troublesome, and disagreeable he may 
be, who isn’t sweeter and dearer and more 
precious to his mother than any other child in 
the world. 

The boy who doesn’t walk in the gutter 
when there is any water in it, who doesn’t 
steal rides on street-cars, run away from 
school, and play marbles “for keeps” when he 
is well enough to be outdoors. 

The little boy who keeps his clothes clean, 
stays in the house on Saturday and studies his 
Sunday-school plays with the girls, 
knows how to dance, always minds his parents, 


lesson, 
and knows enough to come in when it rains. 


NOPBLESSE OBLIGE. 


: MM FATHER ” The English gitl’s eyes 
flashed proudly. 


*“___led the Six Hundred at Balaklava!” 
The American girl smiled superciliously. 

‘*My mother — She paused to add im- 
pressiveness to her words. 

leads the Fou 
York!” 

Satisfying herself that she had given her 
English cousin a Roland for her Oliver. she 
turned the talk from international affairs to 
Paris gowns, and forbore to exult. 


Hundred in New 
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IN BROAD DAYLIGHT. 
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WHAT CITY FOLKS DRINK.—Il. 


A Drop oF New YorK WATER, SOMEWHA?T MAGNIFIED. 


. PRECEPT AND PRACTICE. 


Y grandmother used to say to me, 
My grandmother used to say: 
“Now don’t run after the boys, my girl, 
But stick to your sewing, pray ! 
For men who want wives will hunt them, dear, 
Care not to be met half way; 
For the longest chase is the fairest sport,” 
My grandmother used to say. 





But I’d heard some tales and said one day : 
* Now, Granny, dear old thing, 
You met, I’ve been told, your lover at 
The gate by the meadow spring. 
And, though scarce eighteen, you rode 
behind 
To the village six miles away, 
And were married and all by Parson 
Phipps; 
Now, what have you to say?” 


My grandmother used to say to me, 
My grandmother used to say: 
“ Now stop your dreaming and baste 
your hem, 
Dreams never were meant for day. 
Don’t hurry, my girl, to find a lad, 
Maids never have will nor way 
Till sorrow and twenty are come and 
gone,” 
My grandmother used to say. 


And grandmother smiled demurely, ther, 
Above the hurrying thread ; 

“’T. was not for the lack of precept, dear, 
Things happened as you have said; 

For, ‘Stop your dreaming and baste your hem, 
For the men won’t run away ;’ 

And ‘ Wooing will keep for a good two year, 


My grandmother used to say.”’ 
R. 7. B 
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QUITE DANGEROUS ENOUGH. 


TAPLETON.— That man Mildway is a good deal of a milksop; spends 
his vacations botanizing, and that sort of thing. Now, I like a 


spice of danger in my amusements. 4c 
CaLpecotr.—Well, you and your football are not in it with Mildway 


when it comes to danger. He discovers new varieties of mushrooms 


and ea¢s them. 
NOT YET. 


of D° you not propose to marry?” asked Miss Flitters of young Mr. 


Bainbridge. 
“Well, I haven’t proposed yet,” replied he, in a tone which forbade 


a further prosecution of inquiries. 


he world may owe us a living. but some of us collect the debt in mighty 
smail instaliments. 


Jong career of falsehood, the 


HER LITTLE SURPRISE. 


HE was such an ethereal creature, with her mild blue eyes and golde: 
S hair! As a child she was so delicate and white that her friends 
and dear ones did not think that she 
would ever grow to womanhood. But, 
somehow, the little body became taller as 
the years went by; there was a trace of 
pink in her cheek, but it was so rare that 
one could not see where it blended with 
the white; and she was so happy! At 
length she was out of school—no one who 
knew her as a child thought that she 
would ever reach her studies, much less 
complete them —and in another year the 
delicate bud bloomed in a great roomful 
of beautiful flowers. Of all the fair crea- 
tures at the reception she was pronounced 
the most radiant. 

“ But how frail!” said everyone. 

There was something about her that 
was heavenly indeed. - She seemed too 
good, too slight and beautiful, for this 
world. ‘Time went on, as usual. The 
rare blonde loved; she was loved; they 
were married. That was a long time ago. 

When I saw her last—it was in the 
autumn —she was at Aix with her family. 

“‘ Massage,” she said, simply, after greeting me; and when I accom 
panied her to the weighing-machine she stepped lightly on the plat 
form, and then, with a gasp of delight, exclaimed: “Look! Two-eighty ! 
Yesterday it was two-eighty-three!” 














A FAIRY TALE. 


thn DarkKLey. — Nebber heah ’bout dat sperrit rabbit, Honey? 

Well, den, dat sperrit rabbit he run a’ter night, an’ w’en yo’ chase him 
he run raight intoe some naber’s chicken coop. W’en yo’ reaches in an’ 
gits him and takes him home, yo’ fin’s dat ar sperrit rabbit hab done turn 
into er chickun. He ama pow’ful cur’us animule, Honey, pow’ful cur’us! 





REMORSE. 


“M* LIFE has been a living lie!” The speaker’s voice was hoarse with 
half-suppressed emotion. His strong frame trembled violently. 
No wonder that the good old pastor was shocked to hear such a 
confession from the lips of a man who had been an honored and truste« 
member of the church for more than twenty years. 

“T can hardly believe this,” he murmured. 

“Tt is true,” said the wretched man. ‘ You remember that terrible 
debauch which I have so frequently described to the congregation — 
that night, twenty-two years ago ?” 

“Certainly, I remember,” said the minister; “but you don’t mean 
to tell me it was worse than 
you have described it? My 
poor friend, what terrible crime 
have you concealed? What 
was it that you did on that 
night P” 

“Qn that night,” came the 
reply, in a voice broken by sobs, 
“T drank only two glasses of 
whisky—I, who could carry a 
dozen without turning a hair!” 

And, as he thought of his 
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miserable man buried his face 
in his hands. W. M. 


ACCOUNTED FOR. 
te E.—Well, youse asight! 


I tought you said you 
could lick Mickey standin’ on 
yer head an’ wit’ bote yer 
hands tied behind yer back. 

Patsy.—So I could—but 
de slob would n’t fight dat way. 














OUR GUESS: THAT’S ALL. 


Firs 


7. flattery of imitation isn’t 
always a thousand miles 
from the satire of parody. 


PROBABLE PASSENGER OF THE 
TRANSATLANTIC AIRSHIP. 














SOLOMON’'S OMISSION. | 


VT" he looked at the finished temple 
He smiled the smile of the good, 
For he noted no pine nor hemlock 
Where the plans called for olive wood. 


He smiled when he thought of the 
workmen 
Who plodded early and late, 
And finished the wondrous temple 
On the eve of the contract date. 


But, because of his pride and 
wisdom, 
He never saw fit to state 
The cost of the beautiful tempie 
O’er the architect's estimate. 
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LITTLE DOT’S FAIRY STORY. 











ITTLE Dot (fo her dolls). — Now, chil'rens, I’m 
going to tell you a story about a man w’at wasn’t 
afraid of his wife, ’cause he was bewitched or — 
or inspired, or something like that. I forget just 
what it was called, ‘cause it happened long ago, 
ever so long, before I was born. It was in once 
upon a time w’en the woods was full of fairies 
’stead of tramps, as they is now. Well, this man 
was once a little boy, and he was just like all 
other little boys (‘cept my boy doll), just as ugly 
an’ as wicked an’ as cruel as could be He was 

















walkin’ in the woods one day — maybe it was Sun- 
day and he ’d run away from church, or maybe it was a week day and 
he ’d run away from school; but it was n’t Saturday, ’cause boys never 
goes in the woods on Saturdays. They just stays around home to tease 
the girls. Well, while he was walkin’ an’ wonderin’ what he could find to 
hurt, he saw a beautiful golden bird with blue wings and a—a mauve tail. 
Of course he threw a stone at it, and of course he hit it, ‘cause boys always 
throws straight. Boys always practices till they gets perfect in anything 
that hurts. After the beautiful bird was hit, it began to flutter like every- 
thing and try to get out of the way, but he chased after it with his great long 
legs and big feet and hard, ugly hands and ’most caught it, w’en a big, I 
mean a little, fairy appeared and said: “Stop, cruel boy! I commands 
you by the powers of the air and—and darkness, or water—or something 
like that—to stop!” All of a sudden that bad boy’s legs turned to stone, 
and I s’pose if that had happened now he would have rung for a ambu- 
lance and been carried to a dime-museum, an’ that would have been the 
end of the story; but things was different then. Well, he couldn’t budge 
a inch, and that must ’a’ been an awful feeling fora boy. Then the fairy 
said: “Inasmuch as you have tried to hurt this little bird, my own granid- 
child w’at is under a spell, I shall make you so you will be real small and 
weak and helpless w’enever any one gets mad at you.” And then the 
fairy did something to the boy so that he ’d always have to behave him- 
self, cause if he didn’t and got any one mad at him he ’d turn into a 
weak, helpless little mouse. That’s why his wife was afraid of him. 














JUNGLE HOSPITALITY. 


Mrs. PELICAN.—Oh, no, my dear Mrs. Monk, don’t ¢hin of going 


yet. Wait till the rain stops. It’s merely a tropical shower and will 


soon be over. 
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WHY WORK WHEN YOU SMOKE? 


Smoking a cigarette is good fun, but there is work attached to it. 
You have to hold the cigarette in your mouth. You do, that is, if you 
smoke any brand other than Dreamer’s Delights. Dreamer’s Delights 
are different. Each cigarette is fitted with a gummed flap. Simply 
moisten this flap, stick it to your lower lip, and light up. After that 
your work is over. When you want it, your smoke is there. When 
you don’t, simply let it hang and forget it. The necessity for holding 
your cigarette between your teeth is gone. Ask tor the gum-flap and 
stick to it. 


A LARGE STOCK. 
“-_- THOSE Long Island potatoes?” 


“Yes’m; the farmer just brought ‘em in this morning, 
Mr. Skinnington, reassuringly. 

“‘T ’ll take a bushel, then. 
nice peas?” she inquired. 

*Yes’m; here they are.” 

“Are those Jersey Delights?” she said, 
consulting the list she had made out from the 
“Market Column” in Household Hints. 

“No, mum; them’s Jersey Delights, in the 
other basket,” answered the grocer, with an I 
would-scorn-to-deceive-you air. 

“They look very much alike,” pondered 
Mrs. Bridie. 

“Yes’m; on the outside. The difference is 
inside —and in the price. Them’s twenty cents a 
small measure, and the Jersey Delights is thirty.” 

“All right; let me have a peck of the De- 
lights. Do you keep Hogson’s Boneless Bacon?” 

“VYes’m.” 

“Well, send me two pounds of that 
now I want a nice salt mackerel. Let 
What is the name of the man who puts up the best?” 

“Jones Brothers, mum, of Gloucester 

“No; it’s Lindsay’s I want,” decided Mrs 
over her list. 

“Here you are, mum,” said the grocer, splashing about a wooden 
scoop in a cask, and finally bringing to the surface a consumptive 
looking fish. “I keep Lindsay’s, too, though some of my customers 
prefer Jones’s. But this is a cask of the finest A No. 1 Extra Fat Blot- 
ters that Lindsay ever put up.” 

“Very well; pick me out a nice one. And now I want some tar 
ragon vinegar for ‘Tartar sauce. Do you keep it in stock?” 

“Why, certainly, mum! I import it from Tarraga myself, and 
guarantee it pure.” 

“One bottle will do, I think. And that’s all this morning.” 

“Good-day, then, mum; I'll send them things up right away,” 
said the grocer. 

And as Mrs. Bridie stepped into her limousine she said, mentally, 
with a little sigh of relief: ‘There, that Skinnington may 
charge good prices; but there ’s one thing about it, I can always get 
just exactly what I want there! 


asked Mrs. Bridie of the grocer. 
replied 


" 


And have you any 






And 


me see: 


Massachusetts ” 
Bridie, after looking 


% done ! 
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IN THE SAME BOAT. 


L t'TLE CLARENCE.— Pa, is there really “honor among thieves” ? 
Mr. Catuipers.— No, my son; 
general run of other people. 


5 


thieves are just as bad as the 
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THE Meat Trust (/o the small farmer).— My friend, why don’t you raise a few cattle 
each year? The price of beef is high. You will make good money. 





I offer for your cattle is low, is it ? 


There is nobody else for you to sell to. 
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THE MEAT TrRuST (/0 same small 
Well, you may take it or leave it, my friend. 
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THE FIVE-O°CLOCK CROWD. | , 


F ALL the sweet sights in the city, 
The sweetest we see every day 's 
When the girls look so happy and pretty 
As they come from the matinées, 
There ’sa bloom on each bright face that passes, 
lhere ‘s a laugh in each eye that you meet 
Ah! There ‘s nothing on earth that surpasses 
The five-o’clock crowd on the street! 


There ’s a something, I cannot explain it, 
Which elsewhere you vainly would seek, 

An archness—none others attain it 
A pertness you couldn’t call * cheek.”’ 

There ’s a style in the toss of their tresses, 
There’s a grace in the trip of their feet, 

There's something gives tone to their dresses, 
That five-o’clock crowd on the street ! 


If | were a Turk or a Tartar, 
And had a big house in Stamboul, 
With agents in every quarter 
To see that my palace was full, 
I’d gather what cash I could rake up, 
And cross the blue ocean sans sut/e, 
To watch the sweet faces that make up 
The five-o’cluck crowd on the street! 
Marcellus 

















MISSING A SPARK. 


JOURNALISTIC METHOD. 


UTTON (froffering a cigar).— Lovely weather, is u’t it? 
Smiru’s CoACHMAN.— Wery fine, sir. 
Durron —I want to show vou a few samples of oats which 
my house has just received from Michigan. 

CoacHMAN.— I don’t think I can give you a horder to-day, sir. 

Durron.—Then you are well supplied ? 

CoacHMAN.— Well, no, sir. That is to say, we are halmost hen- 

tirely hout of hoats, sir. 

‘Durron.—How are you off for bran? I can offer you a very 
superior quality of bran — which arrived only yesterday from California. 
This Califérnia bran is the best in the market. 

CoacuMan.— W'ile not saying that we ’ve hany perticler supply 

of bran on ’and, sir, leastwise we don’t want hany. 

Dutrron.—How about hay? We 
have some fine alfalfa hay, that 
is selling with great rapidity 
from one end of the country to 
the other. 

CoaACHMAN. — Well, we 
’aven’t hany too much ’ay, so 
to say, sir; but Mr. Smith, that’s 

the guv’nor, ’ave hordered me 
not to horder hany more feed 
this spring, sir. 

Durron (/aughing good- 
natured/y).— He doesn’t in- 
tend to feed his horses on 
excelsior, for economy, does 
he? 

CoacuMAaNn.— Ho, no, sir! My 

himpression his, ’owever, that ’e 
hintends leaving New York wery 

shortly, sir. 

(Durton, vemspaper reporter, then 
departs merrily upon his way, and on 
the following morning his paper gets a 
beat on all the other papers by an- 

RECKLESS. nouncing as a positive fact that MR. 
“She’s awfully extravagant!” Smiru 7s going to be the new Minister 
“Is she?” ° to Senegambia. And SMitH wonders 
Ves. Lets her husband have oz in the world the newspaper ever 
three dollars a week out of his salary!”’ gained its information ) 








LIVING HARD. 


JO UERE are a lot of people in this country that live hard by neces- 
sity. The wife of a streetcar motorman in Boston recently tes- 
tified that they had meat on the table but once 2 week; that 

she had worn but one dress in fifteen years that 

aurs not a hand-me-down ; and that their 

diversions consisted of one trip to the 

beach and an accompanying ergy of 
peanuts and popcorn to the amount of 

a guarter. This ts living hard. These 

people would like to live easier, 

Yet Miss Clara Loewus ef 
Towanda, Pa., who lived at Ithaca 
and attended the Conservatory of Music 
there last year, succeeded in maintair- 
ing life on fifty cents awieek for twenty 
weeks; and this year she is going out 
to beat her record by several cents 
Presumably she delights in living hard. 
She wants no steak, dripping with gravy and buried in crisped onions. 
She wants a ration of mush It would be useless to set a nice roast 
chicken within reach of Clara. She wouldnt look at it. She would 
rather munch peanuts (ah, so rich in protein!) and a handful of 
parched corn, and call it a meal. 

Now, the world knows well enough that life can be maintained 
on fifty cents a week. The stomach will do a moderate amount of 
good-natured work on next to nothing at all. Most food is absolutely 
unnecessary if one doesn’t care about eating, or thinks eating a gross 
and bestial performance. There is as much nourishment in a good 
fistful of Lima beans as in a quarter of roasted Long Island duckling, 
trimmed with apple-sauce and German fried. Carnivorous reader, which 
will you have ? 

Miss Ciara, to say the truth, is so interested in making a record for 
hard living that she gets more pleasure out of it than she would out 
of a good dinner. If she should eat palatable, useless foods she would 
have to think up another claim to publicity. She is right to try ti 
break her own record. She ought not be satisfied short of subsisting 
without any food whatever. For, with a short crop of cereals, potatoes, 
dairy products, and meats this winter, Clara will be the cynosur: of 
thousands of interested eyes. 
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THE SIDEWALKS OF NEW YORK. 


A STORY WITH A MORAL. 


ELEN WALFLOWER was thirty-six, and life had been a hunk 
of disappointment to her. She had never known the 
delights of having a beau to squander his substance on her 
in the shape of theatre tickets or ice-cream. 

She had never had a lover, tall and handsome, to 
draw her to him in the soft moonlight, and whisper his 
devotion into her all-too-willing ears. When she went to 
the theatre it was with her Pa; when she had ice-cream she 
paid for it herself; and when she spoke to her lover it was 

in dreams; and she was but talking through her nightcap, as it were. 

At balls and parties young men who took her out did it with an 
air of self-sacrifice that subtracted all pleasure from the circumstance. 
Her father looked upon her 
as a burden he was always 
to bear, and_ her - mother 
looked upon her as an un- 
fortunate more to be pitied 
than laughed at. If she 
was invited to any social 
entertainment, froma straw- 
ride to a donkey-party, she 
was regarded, even by 
those of her own age, as a 
chaperon, and as nothing 
more. And she was ex- 
‘pected to look, act, and 
talk as if she knew and ap- 
preciated the favor of being 
invited at all. 

Bread-and-butter school 
misses all laughed at her as 
an old maid, and callow 
youths shuddered at sight 
of her at leap-year parties. 

Such were the circumstances up 

to date when Helen Walflower 

took a gigantic tumble. She 
lived in Brooklyn, but Helen 





with it myself. 
CANDID FRIEND.— Yes; 
help it a —_ 








DISTANCE LENDS ENCHANTMENT. 


ARTIST. — You don’t seem quite to like the picture 


A little lacking in distance, is n't it? 
I guess that’s what the matter 


“opp leccings : oon as they take their Slight,” yet they keep 
condition while we have them secured safely. 


The next 
and was a teacher in 


Walflower was nobody’s fool. <A great thought came to her. 
thing her friends knew she had forsworn all frivolity, 
a Chinese Sunday-school. Then a rumor flew around, and fattened 
fled. ‘The rumor was that Helen Walflower was to marry Wah Sing, het 
Sunday-school class! 

‘The friends who had condescended to notice 
tried to dissuade her from her cou.-e. The callow youths aforesaid 
gazed upon her with awe and admiration. Her sayings and doings 
were quoted far and near, and her portrait appeared in the daily papers. 
Her father, to win her from her purpose fell and set, gave her half 
his fortune. And the catch of the year wooed and won her away 
from her Oriental lover; and, as her husband, now flatters himself on 
his ultra-cleverness in having secured a jewel for a wife. 

She is settled now in life, 
but she is too wise a woman 
to let herself be forgotten. 
Her name heads the 
for Chinese Missions. 
pamphlet, ‘The 
in Our Midst,” 
through four editions. Her 
husband adores her. All 
Brooklyn looks up to het 
as one to know, and an 
invitation to her ‘Thursday 
Evenings makes each re 
cipient proud, 

This is the case of Helen 
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her came now and 


lists 
Her 
Heathen 


has run 





Walflower that was. ‘lhe 
Moral is that the difference 
between notoriety and 
fame is so slight in thes 
degenerate modern days 
that few can distinguish 


between the one and the other 


I’m not altogether satisfied 

Tr home-made shirt is hardly 
a work of art, but it is 

“hung on the line.” 


’Bout five miles would 
often 


in fairly good 
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Twenty Thrilling Tales 
at 50c on the $1.00 


These are historical romances in a real sense—strong, vivid stories full of action, conflict, 
and constantly sustained interest. ‘They have aroused more attention and been the subject of more talk 
than any other historical novels written since the elder Dumas 
laid down the pen. The deeds and the people with which they 
deal are such that most persons of ordinary culture are somewhat 
ashamed to be ignorant of them. ‘‘ Human interest’’ always 
prevails in these volumes and has given them their steadfast 
popularity. 


Fascinating Figures of the Past 


Here we meet Marie Artoinette, the ill-fated queen, centre 
of the most brilliant court in Europe, hurled from her throne by 
the rude hand of revolution, and passing, ’mid the derisive roar 
of the mob, to her tragic death upon the guillotine. Here, also, 
we meet Frederick the Great, the eccentric Prussian, who, 
though he was endeared to his subjects as ‘‘ Old Fritz,’’ detested 
things German, always spoke French, and was not only the 
greatest general of his century, but played the flute like a master; 
Andreas Hofer, the Tyrolese patriot, who in his mountain passes 
with his little army for years defied the French and Bavarian 
forces sent to crush him; Napoleon (The ‘‘ Little Corporal,’’) 
commanding victorious hosts and bidding pathetic farewell to the 
Old Guard—the Old Guard that could die but never surrender. 
Around such great historical personages hundreds of minor char- 
acters play their parts in these absorbing dramas. 


Write Us At Once—To-day 


This is the complete twenty-volume (20-vol.) edition, fresh 
sets of which with a handome new back-stamp in gold design 
have just come from the binders. The books are illustrated by 
40 handsome photogravures. We are offering the entire set 
at the special reduced price of $23.50. _If you are satisfied 
with the books you pay us only $1.00 down upon acceptance, 
and thereafter $2.00 per month until the purchase price has 
been paid. If not, notify us and the books may be returned 
at our expense. You will have incurred no obligation what- 
ever. These books have delighted thousands at prices as high 

















TITLES OF THE 
20 VOLUMES 


Napoleon and the Queen of Prussia 
The Empress Josephine 

Napoleon and Bluecher 

Queen Hortense 

Marie Antoinette and Her Son 
Prince Eugene and His Times 

The Daughter of an Empress 
Joseph H. and His Court 

Frederick the Great and His Court 
Berlin and Sans-Souci 

Frederick the Great and His Family 
Goethe and Schiller 

The Merchant of Berlin 

Louise of Prussia and Her Times 
Old Fritz and the New Era 
Andreas Hofer 

Mohammed Ali and His House 
Henry VIII. and Catherine Parr 
Youth of the Great Elector 

Reign of the Great Elector 


The books are printed upon extra quality 
of paper from easy-to-read type, are attractive- 
ly illustrated and beautifully bound. Titles 
and ornaments are stamped in gold on the 
back. The size of the volumes is 534x7¥% 
inches. 














COUPON Puck 
The University Society, New York 


You may send me for inspection, charges prepaid, 
a set of MUEHLBACH’S HISTORICAL ROMAN- 
CES, 20 vols., bound in cloth. After examination, 
if I decide to keep it I shall pay you $1.00 on accept- 
ance and $2.00 a month thereafter until $23.50 has 





as $50.00—remember our price: only $23.50. Now is i ee res ee aay you, so that you 
the time to act. Send in the coupon to-day. whatever. —— 
The University Society RSE 
44-60 E. 23rd St., New York 
i iiiciedetecetmbibdenenianiwasanceccnncese 














One CHANCE LEFT. 


‘‘What a lively 
baby! said Flaherty. 
‘*Have ye had his 
picture tuok yet?” | 


Pears 


“Not yet,” said 
Fogarty, the proud 
father. ** We thried Economy is a watchword 
to, but afther an 


of the thrifty. 


hour’s lost labor the 


photygr after ray- That’s one reason so 
ferred us toa movin’- . ; 

picture studio.’”? — many prosperous peopl« 
Lippincott’s. use Pears’ Soap. There ¢ 


no waste about zt. It wears 
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“Wet, -Wearr, out, of course. 
wot d’ ye tink of dis 
new tax on de in- 
ect?” On sale everywhere. 
‘‘You mean de | — ae ee 
proposed tax dat 
dey ’re goin’ to put PEED EEEE SESE EHP SEHD © 
on de incomes dat ’s , ; 
over three thou- o SHORT SI XES; + 
sand ?” a ey 
‘*Sure.” T i a ae 
= Stories to be Read while + 
‘* Well, wot I tink + - 
of it would fill a | # the Candle Burns, & % $ 
book. An’ I’ve got I T 
me mind made up | @ By H. C. BUNNER, late Editor of Puck. & 
to one ting.”’ |¥ bg 
‘‘And wot’s dat, | rt ILLUSTRATED. 4 
Weary?” | he 4 
‘*My income ain’t | r Per Volume, Address T 
goin’ to be more ‘n + Cloth, $1.00 co] PUCK, N. Y. Tt 
three thousand.’”’ — > + 
Plain Dealer. 494 49444446946644444~ 
| 
Copyright 1907 by Keppler & Schwarzmann 
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SO YOU’RE GOING HOME TO-MORROW. 
By E. Frederick. 
Reproduction in Sepia, rz x 8 in. PRICE 25 CENTS. 
CG HESE are but two examples of the PUCK PROOFS. 
Send Ten Cents for new Catalogue with nearly Fifty 
Reproduétions in Miniature. 
Copyright 1912 by Keppler & Schwarzmann. 
THE OPTIC NERVE. By W. E. Hill. 
Proof in Carbon Black. 8 x 1 in. 
PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 
Address PUCK 295-309 Lafayette St., New York 
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SWAP your SPARE 
TIME for this RIFLE 


or your choice of a thousand and one other 
valuable articles, which you can obtain 
without spending acent. Full particulars, 
samples, and a copy of our new 64-page book of PRIZE 
OFFERS sent on receipt of 2c. stamp to cover postage. 


TIONAL SPORTSMAN MAGAZINE, 78 Federal St., Boston, Mass. 
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THe Rerort Courteous. 

“So you were committed for contempt of court, were you?” asked 
the visit Tr. 

“Yes,” said the ardent Suffragette. ‘You see, after the judge had got 
through lecturing me on my dastardly behavior I snapped my fingers and said 
‘Fudge!’ as loud as I could. He gave me ten days.” 

“Dear me!” said the visitor. ‘And what did you do while you were 
in jail?” 

“Qh, 
my compliments to the judge after I got out,” 
smile.— Harper's Weekly. 


I embroiderd the word ‘Fudge’ on a sofa cushion and sent it with 
said the lady, with an amiable 


A WELL-KNOWN university professor who has taken much interest in the 
woman's suffrage movement was persuaded to carry a banner in a parade that 
was held in New York some months ago. His wife observed him marching 
with a dejected air and carrying his banner so that it hung limply on its 
standard, and later she reproved him for not making a better appearance. 

“Why didn’t you march like somebody and let people see your banner?” 
she said. 

“My dear, 
banner? It read: ‘Any man can vote. 


” 


meekly replied the professor, “did you see what was on the 
Why can’t 1?’ ”—Argonaut. 


Puck Proofs 
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By Cari Hassmann. 
Photogravure in Carbon Black. 13 x 19% in. 


THE FIRST AFFINITY. | 
PRICE ONE DOLLAR. | 





This is but one of the PUCK PROOFS. 

Send Ten Cents for new Catalogue 

with nearly Fifty Repro- 
ductions in Miniature 
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PoWER OF SUGGESTION. 

The 
10 A.M. 

At 10:05 someone handed him a 
patent-medicine almanac. 

The man glanced at it and became 
interested. He read it through from 
cover to cover. 

At 10:35 he was suffering from dia- 
betes, Bright’s disease, malaria, dys- 
pepsia, insomnia, lumbago, blood-poi- 
soning, cancer of the stomach, sciatica, 
scrofula, and rheumatism.— Cincinnati 
Enquirer. 


man was hale and hearty at 


Wine Jelly when flavored with Abbott's Bitters is 
made more delightful and healthful. Sample of bit- 
ters by mail, 25 cts. in stamps. 

©. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 


A Famity Favorite. 


FrRIEND.—You still employ Doctor 
Hardhead, I see. 

Mrs. DE SryLe.—He’s just lovely! 
My husband and I both like him. 
When we are ailing he always recom- 
mends old port for my husband and 
Newport for me.—£-xchange. 
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every motion 
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or money back" 


nt 
nders 


Be sure ‘“‘Shirley Pres‘dent’’ is on buckles 
The C. A. Edgarton Mfg. Co., Shirley, Mass. 













HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


82, 84 and 36 Bleecker Street 
BRANCH WAREHOUSE : 2) Leekman Street 


ll kinds of Paper made to order. 





f New York. 


“ Wuy do you drink so hard all the 
time?” 
“ My wife won't speak to me when 
| I’m drinking.”"—Zown Topics. 


EW BOOKS—“T he Hair”’—its physiology. 
| anatomy, diseases and treatment a scientific 
treatise published by the European speciahst H. D 
Achershaug, M.M.D. (Norway), has made a great sensa- 
tion. “Its wonderful results have astonished the medical 
profession News. The Book, WITH SWORN STATE- 
MENTS and doctors’ endorsements, is sent FREE on re- 
ceipt of 6c. for postage, &c. Address the author, H. D. 
Achershaug, M.M.D., 500 — 5th Ave., P. A., New York. 





Write for Free ¢ Diamonds, Watches, powrsiry. 
isfac- 


Catalog of 
OF TIS: Have any article sent to you & prepaid. If 
tory, send us fifth o urchase price 
month 
Bros.@ CO. 





keep it Patance ineight Aan 
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“the famous 


LAR COMBINATION 


aT. A LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY, of 
necticut — the largest company in the world 


Lite, 8 ide 





Sdth | pees Travel, Elevator or Burning Building Accident. 





for total or 


000 for death from Ordinary Accident. 
$2, 000 for joss of limbs or sight as a result of Travel Accident. 
St. ,000 for loss of limbs. or sight as a result of Ordinary Accident. 


“The above amounts accumulate Ten Per Cent. each year for five years, 
gle avignput additionat ‘cost. 


$250 FOR. 
“The Accumulations, Double 


ATH FROM. -ANY CAUSE—No Medical Examination Required. 
enefits and Life Insurance provided by this 
Ten. Dollar Combination | make possible the payment of $3,250 at a 
cost” of less than THREE CENTS A DAY in addition to weekly 
artial disability from accident. 


SEND IN; THE COUPON TO-DAY 


pecermeese 





GAGEES, none. 
E. A. CARTER, Business Manager. 
Sworn to and subscribed before me this zoth 
day of September, 1913. SABATO MALAFRONTE, 
Notary Public, N. Y. County. (My commission 
expires March 30, 1914.) 


| fEtna Life Insurance Co. 


! am under 55 years of age and in good health. 


(Drawer 134) 


Hartford, Conn. Puck 


Tell me about A TNA Ten Dollar Combination, 


My name, business address and occupation are written below. 





APPEARANCES ARE DECEITFUL. 
THE POLICE-DOG WITNESSES A SLAPSTICK COMEDY. 























I II. 


“I wonder what he’s growling at now?” “Ah, ha! I’ll soon fix you, you bum!” 


























Ill. Iv. 
“W—w— wow!” 
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Vv. VI. 
“Ouch! Help!” “Gee, but 1’m glad he did n’t take me coattails! ” 
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TEMPERANCE ORATOR.—And is your father a teetotaler, 
my boy? 
THE Boy. —No, 


sir, he’s a commercial traveler. 


—Sydney Bulletin. 





A teaspoonful of Abbott's Bitters with your Grape Fruit 
makes an ideal appetizing tonic. Sample of bitters by mail, 
25 cts. in stamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 


WHEN Juries METE. 

Up in Alaska there used to be a district-attorney who 
was long on native oratory, but short on education. Once, 
while prosecuting a big case, he came to ‘the finish of his 
argument; and, according to Wilson Mizner, who was up 
there at the time, he leaned across the rail and made this plea: 

“All Lasts of you, gentlemen of the jury, is that you now 


retire and mete out jestice as she deserves to be met!”— 
2 
vst. 


Saturday Eve ning 
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DEEP BREATHING 





By D. O. Hanell, M.D. 





BELIEVE we must all admit that deep 
breathing is a very desirable practice 
Furthermore, we know it to be a fact that 
not one person in twenty, or perhaps one 
person in a hundred, really breathes deeply 
Every physician can verify the statement 
that we are daily called upon to prescribe 
drugs fer ailments that owe their cause 
directly to insufficient and improper breath- 
ing—Oxygen Starvation. 

Breathing is the Vital Force of Life. 
Every muscle, nerve cell, in fact every fibre 
of our body, is directly dependent upon the 
Health, Strength and 


air we breathe 
Endurance are impossible without well-oxy- 
genated blood The food we eat must 


combine with abundant oxygen before it 
can become of any value to the body. 
Breathing is to the body what free draught 
is to the steam boiler Shut off the draught, 
and you will kill your fire, no matter how 
excellent coal you use Similarly, if you 
breathe shallowly, you must become anzemic, 
weak and thin, no matter how carefully 
you may select your dict. 

I might continue indefinitely to cite 
amples of the great physiological value of 
deep breathing. For instance, it 1s a well- 
known fact that worry, fear, and intense 
mental concentration practically paralyze 
the breathing muscles. This depressing 
condition can be entirely overcome through 
conscious deep breathing 

The main benefit of physical exercise lies 
in the activity it gives the lungs What we 
term “lack of healthful exercise” in reality 
Exercise 


ex- 


means insufficient lung action 
that does not compel vigorous deep 
breathing is of little real value. Unfor- 


tunately, few persons have the strength 
and endurance to exercise violently enough 
to stir the lungs into rapid action. ‘This is 
especially true of women and also of men 
who have permitted their muscles to become 
weak. Common sense, therefore, dictates 
that the lungs should be exercised independ- 
ently through deep breathing gymnastics. 

—Puck. 


Unfortunately, few persons have the 
slightest conception of what is really meant 
by deep breathing _ In fact, few physicians 
thoroughly understand the act. Ask a 
dozen different physical instructors to define 
deep breathing, and you will receive a dozen 
different answers. One tells you it means 
the full expansion of the another 
tells you it means abdominal breathing, the 
third it means diaphragmatic 
breathing, and so on 

Recently there has been brought to my 
notice a brochure on this important subject 
of respiration, that to my knowledge for the 
first time really treats the subject in a thor 
oughly scientific and practical manner | 
refer to the booklet entitled “* Deep Breath. 
ing,” by Paul von Boeckmann, RS In 
this treatise, the author describes proper 
breathing, so that even the most uninformed 
layman can get a idea of the 
act. The booklet 
common teachings 
of Deep Breathing, and 
cise.” The author has had 
to think for himself, and to 
weaknesses in our modern 
physical culture 

I believe this booklet 
key to constitutional strength | It 
us plainly the danger of excessive exercise, 
that is, the danger of developing the external 
body at the expense of the internal body 
The author’s arguments are so logical it is 
self-evident that his theories must be based 
upon vast experience — Personally, I know 
that his teachings are most profoundly 
scientific and thoroughly practical, for I 
have had occasion to see them tested with 
a number of my patients 

The booklet to which I refer can be 
obtained upon payment of ten cents in coin 
or stamps by addressing Dr. von Boeckmann 
directly at 2610 Tower Bldg, 110 W. 40th 

,» New York. The simple exercises he 
describes therein are in themselves well 
worth ten times the small price demanded. 
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HESE are but a few examples of the PUCK FROOFS. 
Send Ten Cents for new Catalogue with nearly Fifty 
Reproductions in Miniature. 
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Photogravure in Carbon Black, 8x 11 in. 


PRICE 25 CENTS. 








°v George Blake. 
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AS IT SEEMED TO HIM. 
By Gordon Grant. 


Photo Gelatine Print, 12 x9 in. 


PRICE 25 CENTS. 
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GAME By Stuart Travis 
Photogravure in Sepia, 15 x 190% in 
PRICE ONE DOLLAR 
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